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Wonderwall 


Author's Notes: 
This one was originally "Wonderwall", but the temptation to use a Christmas carol title was a dirty joke | 
couldn't resist. 


"Today is gonna be the day." Noel murmurs to himself as he begins to strip off his clothes outside the 
bathroom door behind which he can hear Liam singing "Hey Bulldog" in the shower. 


Lyrics ".jackknife in your sweaty hands.." waft out over gushyrushy waterfall, and Noel can't help but admire 
his brother's voice as his hands burn for a bass to bounce out bounding beats. 


"We should cover that.Macca wouldn't mind" Damn, he's still talking to himself and delaying the plan.mrmm..the 
plan. He's finally going to learn what it's like from the other side. Noel's ready.. he's diligently rehearsed, as 


always. 


[Flashing back to sunglasses in sexshop obscuring but not occluding eye for dimensions just a LITTLE thicker 
and longer than Liam's (so the twat CAN'T hurt him when the day comes)..not exactly embarrassed but 


cringing at dippy word "dildo" and annoyed that tools with best shape and texture have to come in stupid pastel 
or neon colours. He knows The Thing when he sees it, and takes the silly-looking package in hand, striding coolly 


to purchase it as if it's no big deal. But it is..] 


Noel and The Thing have become well-acquainted in private. It was a learning curve, but what worth learning 
isn't? At first it took a lot of patience, a lot of lube, and some behavioral psychology manipulation..associating 
the sensation with other hot thoughts..but now he's certain even dry (which WON'T be a concern, considering 
all slippery sustances available in shower) there's no WAY he'll wind up torn. 


NOW, the problem'll be getting Liam to take the bait. 


Noel abandons his garments in a heap and steps nude into the bathroom. Wreathed in steam, he assumes a 
slumped, ungainly air and deliberately slackens his normally keen expression. If Liam thinks he's somehow 


incapacitated, might try taking.. a chance. 


Liam's lathered flesh prickles at cool onrush of air from opened door, and he discerns Noel's sillouette through 
translucent curtain. Oh, NO (although he's learned better than to say that word), not here! Noel could do 
ANYTHING while he's so exposed and enclosed.. 


Poking out his dripping head, Liam immediately notes Noel seems drunk off his naked arse. Feeling safer in 
surliness to behold his brother's lidded look and slight sway, he snaps "Occupied!" 


Noel affects a sloppy leer as he slurs speech and blunts grace, staggering toward the tub to bring his face 
close to Liam's "Yrr alwaysh hoggin' alla th' hot water. M'dirrrty too, y'know." 


Liam's first horrified thought is that Noel means to kiss him, and as he draws back under the spray to avoid 
it Noel steps up and in to join him. 


"If you're getting in, I'm getting out" Liam declares, turning his back and sluicing off suds. "Just let me rinse." 


Noel contrives to stumble against his brother's warmly wet body, rudely gripping both hips and grinding his 


growing erection between Liam's soapy cheeks. 


"Aww, shtayy?" He offers, hoping it sounds pleading and not commanding, as one hand slides around to find Liam 
fully firm. "Oooh." he breathes into Liam's ear, then licks it lewdly before continuing "C'mon, y'want me, 


don'cha?" 


The hell of it is, Liam does, and loathes how Noel knows it. He wonders what's gotten into Noel, since he's 
clearly fucking wasted but there's no smell of liquor. Whatever he's on, it's wreckin' him sideways, and what 


Liam DOES smell is an opportunity.. 


If you don't quit that, I'm gonna TAKE you." He threatens, turning back around quickly enough to knock Noel's 


uncharacteristically clumsy fingers from his engorged prick Emboldened by display of weakness, Liam pushes 


Noel away, holding him at arm's length with both palms against Noel's chest. 


Noel leans heavily into Liam's splayed hands, wanting to be sure the rapid racing of his heart can be felt as he 
widens eyes to convey fear, then assumes skewed smirk as if trying to hide it, blustering "You'n what ARMY? 


Tha's not th' way it GOES, n'you KNOW it." 


Liam's sick of Noel always telling him how everything goes. He looked SCARED there for a second, though, and 
Liam would very much like to see it again. A little pushback usually only makes Noel come down harder, but 
this time that's all it takes to send him reeling against the tiled wall where Liam advances to pin him, forcing 


one thigh between Noel's legs and pressing their chests tightly together. 


"Maybe | get to say how it goes this time." Liam readies for retaliation but Noel seems unable to offer much 
resistance, which skyrockets his looming lust enough to add ".and WHERE" 


Excellent.Liam's so goddamn stupid and greedy this is shaping up to be a fucking cakewalk. Noel showcases 


slight tremble in both lip and voice as he feebly cries "You CAN'T!" 


Feel that, Noel?" Liam rubs his swollen shaft against his brother's belly. "Does it FEEL like | CAN'T?" He takes 
a bracing hand off the wall, which leans his weight more intently, and wraps it around Noel's stiffness. "THAT 
feels like you WANT me to. Maybe that's what you came in here FOR” 


Noel ducks his head and averts his eyes as if in embarassment, but he's really striving to stifle a snicker. 
What Liam's trying to taunt is the total truth. He wishes he could conjure a blush, decides a whimper would be 
TOO out of character. 


"No" he falls back on Liam's favorite word, still looking away although dying to read his brother's expression. 


Speaking barely above a whisper, he stammers "I don’ want..that. I've nevernever.NEVER...” 


Noel's abashed timidity sends a tingling rush of arousal through both of Liam's heads at once, and he lets go 
of Noel's dick to grasp shoulder with one hand and hip with the other to manhandle Noel around into facing the 


wall. 


"So.." Liam drawls, hands remaining in positions of control, sliding rigid rod back and forth across Noel's bum. 
"What you mean is YOU can't." He angles hips upward to push more directly, realizing he might need a hand for 
this. Taking hold of himself but increasing the pressure of his grip on Noel's shoulder to shove him harder 
against the slick, steamy tiles, Liam finds what he's seeking but frustratedly can't make his way in 


"Fuck" he gasps, releasing his cock once more to snatch up a bar of soap. "Little virgin's too tight." 
While Liam lathers, Noel deems a soft sob wouldn't go amiss here, and he puts a crack in his voice as Liam's 


hardness returns to the crack of his arse. "Please, Liam." he begs, relaxing the subtle clench he'd employed to 


ensure necessity of lubrication, knowing his next imploring words will MAKE Liam take him "don't hurt me." 


Liam HOPES it hurts as he aligns then deliciously drives bollocks-deep with first thrust. Far from anticipated 
scream of agony, Noel utters a low moan of obvious pleasure. Although Liam can't see his face, he notes Noel 
begins stroking himself in tandem with a beat it's finally Liam's turn to drive. 


Noel's thorough conditioning is paying splendid dividends, and time for pretending is over. He's borrowed Liam's 


words in mock resistance, now he shouts them in glorious triumph. 
"Ohhh, GOD!" 


Liam feels Noel spasm and quake around him, knowing what it means, and its HIS turn to scathingly scold as 
each thrust edges him closer. "Are you COMING, Noel? Couldn't even wait, you wanted me so bad." he's 
panting with delirious restraint, desperate for this to last, but knowing it won't as his hard-held control slips 


away and he roars "WHO'S GOD NOW?" 


THIS is the one thing for which The Thing could not have prepared Noel, and he'd been wondering what it would 
be like..still awash in his own bliss, the knowledge of Liam's orgasm (and awareness that he'd been damn good 
his very first time) is more exciting than the sensation of still-spurting semen seeping around their shared 
seal. That part actually feels kind of icky, and he doesn’t think he'll be wanting it again.anytime soon.but now 
Noel knows something new, and that's what this interlude had been all about. 


Liam buries himself fully one final time, huffing hotly beside Noel's ear "That's RIGHT, you loved it, yeah? 
Maybe things'll be different now you've done what AYE say." He pulls out abruptly, and intends to deliver a 
slap to Noel's freshly fucked arse but is utterly gobsmacked at the swift, implacable grip in which he finds his 


wrist and the alert, clear, mocking eyes drilling into his own as Noel laughs in his face. 


"Cheers, Liam. You're such a fucking tool." Noel sneers snidely. "Literally." 


